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Dresden, and was never afterwards forsaken. His recrea-
tions breathed a similar spirit; he loved to be much alone,
and strongly moved. The banks of the Elbe were the fa-
vourite resort of his mornings: here wandering in solitude
amid groves and lawns, and green and beautiful places, he
abandoned his mind to delicious musings; watched the fit-
ful current of his thoughts, as they came sweeping through
his soul in their vague, fantastic, gorgeous forms; pleased
himself with the transient images of memory and hope; or
meditated on the cares and studies which had lately been
employing, and were again soon to employ him. At times,
he might be seen floating on the river in a gondola, feasting
himself with the loveliness of earth and sky. He delighted
most to be there when tempests were abroad; his unquiet
spirit found a solace in the expression of his own unrest on
the face of Nature; danger lent a charm to his situation;
he felt in harmony with the scene, when the rack was
sweeping stormfully across the heavens, and the forests
were sounding in the breeze, and the river was rolling its
chafed waters into wild eddying heaps.

Yet before the darkness summoned him exclusively to
his tasks, Schiller commonly devoted a portion of his day
to the pleasures of society. Could he have found enjoyment
in the flatteries of admiring hospitality, his present fame
would have procured them for him in abundance. But these
things were not to Schiller's taste. His opinion of the
6 flesh-flies' of Leipzig we have already seen: he retained the
same sentiments throughout all his life. The idea of being
what we call a lion is offensive enough to any man, of not
more than common vanity, or less than common understand-
ing; it was doubly offensive to him. His pride and his
modesty alike forbade it. The delicacy of his nature, ag-
gravated into shyness by his education and his habits,